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Control 


Author's Notes: 
Another 50kinkyways story. Prompt: Collars. WARNING: NASTY STUFF AHEAD! 


| can see that, you know." 

Low sneer in my ear, breath over my cheek. | swallow with anticipation 

"You think you could hide it? Fuck, the whole stadium must have seen it" 

| give a little whine when his hands come to rest on my hips, pluck at the fabric there. 


Shit. This thing hardly leaves anything to the imagination does it? Even when you do manage to control 
yourself" 


He snarls the last words, grasps my earlobe in his teeth, bites down. | shiver. 


"Poor little T-bone, getting a huge fucking boner right on stage." 
A chuckle leaks out of his throat. Shame courses through me, running red and hot through my veins. 


"What was it baby? Hmm? Was it that bit titted slut in the front row? Did you get hard when she flashed 


us?" 
His hand slips into my stage outfit and begins to stroke me. | writhe, throw my arms back, try to grab him. 
"Or was it just watching Vinny's sweet little ass wiggle around in front of you all night? Was that it?" 


| stiffen when | feel his hands move and slip my thong down my thighs. It falls to the floor around my feet. l'm 
so naked. My cock sticks up, defiant and wanting. 


"Hmm, | reckon it was." 
| hear the metal whisper of his zipper and the rustling of fabric. He grunts. 
"Nikki..please..not here.." 


"Why not here, baby? You worried someone's gonna walk in on us? You scared someone's gonna see you with 


my cock up your arse in the dressing room?" 

| swallow and nod. He laughs again, louder this time, just to freak me out. 

"Tell me what got you hard and maybe I'll consider holding off until we get in the limo." 
Fuck! | have to make this good. 

‘It was..it was." | feel my face begin to burn as | speak, "You were right, it was Vince." 


He manhandles me over to the dressing table and begins to lean me over it, "You'll have to do a bit better 


than that if you want me to stop." 
"Ah, alright, alright! It wasn't just him, it was..you and him." 
He stops trying to push me down and cocks his head, "Go on." 


"When he..ah fuck.when he came over and grabbed you around the neck and..and he rubbed up against your 


back..and then you turned around and you and him, you were hugging and.l got." my voice drops, "hard." 


He growls and grind his hips against mine, "Is that what it was, huh? You wanna watch me fuck Vince, do you? 


Shit, you're a sick freak. Vinny isn't even into cock, but | bet that makes you even harder, doesn't it?" 


"No! No, Nikki, | just like.ah, you're hurting me. just like it when.| just like the touching!” 
"Touching?" 


"Ugh, yes. When.when you two were rubbing up against each other." 
He laughs, low and wicked, the leans close over my back. "That's got a name, baby. You know what it is?" 

| shake my head, squeezing my eyes shut: 

"frottage, sweetness. That's what it's called” 

He runs a hand up my spine and grabs me by my mohawk pulling me up. | feel rather than see him smile, he 


walks his fingers over my stomach and rubs the tip of his index finger over the head of my cock. | jerk and a 
single drop of cum leaks out to wet his finger. He laughs and lifts the wet digit to my mouth, wiping it clean on 


my lips. 

"That wasn't so bad now, was it? And since you did as you were told, | won't fuck you now. You can wait." 

| slump against him, my breath comes out in a shudder, “Thankyou Nikki.” 

He pulls away from me and stretches. When he speaks again his voice is disinterested, he tucks himself back 
into his pants, "Put some fucking clothes on before we get out of here. | don't want people thinking | hang 
around with sluts." 


"Yes Nikki." 


Shirt, jeans, shoes. He watches, leering at me, while | try to adjust my cock so it's less obvious l'm aroused. He 


throws something at my feet, | swallow but don't look down, | know what it is. 
"Wear the collar." 
"No, Nikki, not in public. People'll see," | beg with him, not picking it up yet. 


"Fuck! You're such a fucking pussy! You dress like a freak already, you think people'll notice one little collar. 


Just say its a necklace." 
| sniff and pick it up, put it around my neck, the leather is snug against my throat. 
"Yes Nikki." 


"Good boy. Now come on, we have to get to the party.” 


The party is hell. He makes it hell. 


Now he knows my secret he seems to be intent on exploiting it. He makes a big show of acting drunk (even 
though we're all meant to be sober now) and grabbing on to, rubbing up against, every person we talk to. When 


he finds Vince he clings to him like a groupie, hugging him every few seconds. Torture. Exquisite torture. 


No one comments on the collar, he was right about one thing. | guess | do already dress like a freak. | don't 
care, all | want is to get into that limo with him, let him do whatever he wants to me. 


When it is finally time to get back to the hotel, | squeeze to sit next to him in the limo. Mick sits opposite us 
and nods back and forth, already almost passed out. Vince leans back on the seat and puts a hand over his 


eyes. We're all finding out how hard touring is without chemical stimulants to keep us on our toes. 

Nikki uses this moment of almost-privacy to start groping me. | try to resist, because | know that makes him 
hotter. He'll take it out on me back at the hotel. When Mick looks like he might be regaining consciousness it's 
as if a switch is turned off and he snaps back to just sitting by me on the seat. A little close perhaps, but 
still perfectly innocent to the unknowing. 

Just two good friends, sitting next to each other in a limo. Yep, nothing to see here. 

Mick snaps awake with a start, he looks around. 


"Where's Emi?" 


Nikki growls, | look down at my feet. This is going to make him mad. Nikki would prefer to pretend that Emi and 
Mick aren't married. Nikki would prefer that Emi didn't exist as well, but neither of these things are going to 
happen. 


"How the fuck should | fucking know?" he snaps at Mick, "She's your fucking wife, dude, you fucking look for 


her!" 
Mick blinks his large eyes sadly and drops his head, "Sorry Nikki." 


"| think she just caught the other limo with Donna, dude," | offer, trying to sound nonchalant, "She'll be at the 


hotel when we get there." 
Mick nods in response, leaning down and rubbing his lower back, which is no doubt killing him again. He won't see 
the new doctor management found for him, he hates doctors. He keeps getting worse and Nikki's worried about 
him, that's why he snaps. 


Mick looks up at me suddenly, his brow creasing, "What's that ‘round your neck Tommy?" 


Fuck! 


My throat dries instantly, | open my mouth to speak but nothing comes out. No, no, no! Think, you have to 
think! | feel Nikki shift beside me, a snicker under his breath. 


"Yeah, T-Bone, what is that thing?" His thigh presses against mine, reminding me of his presence. Like | could 


ever forget. 
'l-it's..". my mind races, | feel so dizzy, "it's a necklace." 


"Looks weird,” Mick leans over, squints as he tries to look at it in the dim light of the limousine, "looks like a 
fucking dog collar, dude." 


Oh God, oh God. He knows. They know. Everyone knows. Everyone sees. Oh God. 
Nikki shifts again beside me, lets his arm fall casually behind my shoulders. | have to think of something.. 
"l-it's just like one | saw Sid Vicious wearing once..in a photo." 


Mick's eyes flick from the collar to my face. Does he see it on me? Can he see what Nikki does to me written 


over my face? 
| hear Vince chuckle, "Don't get involved Mick, man. You don't want to know, seriously.” 


Mick looks over at the blonde and frowns once more. He looks at me again. This time he must see something 


on my face, maybe its the way | keep biting my lips. 
“Tommy, are you ok, kiddo?" 


Nikki starts to breathe a little harder beside me, | can feel how fast his heart is beating he's sitting so close 
to me now. Out of the corner of my eye | can see how fucking turned on he is by all this, his eyes are dark 


and he's a little flushed, my panic making him crazy. 
"l'm.l'm fine man. Couldn't be better, dude." 


Thank God the limo stops then Thank God and Jesus and Allah and Buddha and anyone else I've forgotten. Thank 
God we can all get out and especially thank God that the press has beat us there so there's no more time to 


talk as we make a mad dash for the Hotel lobby. 


Me and Nikki get through first, we're in the best shape. Mick can't keep up for obvious reasons and Vince has 
never been a runner. We get in the lobby first and Nikki pulls me straight into an open elevator, running 
straight past Emi and Donna and the rest of the hangers on without even a word. Nikki slams his fist down 
onto the ‘Close Door’ button, locking us in. 


I'm trapped.with him. 


He shoves me back against the wall of the lift and kisses me, kisses me so hard | feel my lip split and blood 
begin to mix with his and my saliva as his tongue invades my mouth. His hands grab and shove and pinch. 


"You're such a whore. Such a fucking whore. Wearing the collar in front of everyone, now Mick probably knows 


too. Not like you can fucking hide it" 

| groan when his hand undoes my jeans and he pulls my cock out, starts to stroke me. 
"Nikki.we can't. Not in here, it could stop anytime!" 

He snorts, "Like you fucking care." 

"I do, | do care. Nikki, stop it. Please." 

| start to push his hands away and he snarls, giving me a little smack for good measure. 


"Shut up! What's up with you? You've been nothing but trouble tonight," he pulls away, leaving me exposed 
against the back of the elevator. 


| shiver and do up my jeans, "I just don't want to get caught." 


He slams a fist down onto the lift wall beside his head, frustration clear from the set of his lips, "Yeah? Well, 
maybe | fucking do." 


"| don't understand." 


"Maybe I'm fucking tired of fucking sneaking around like this, Tommy," he moves close to me again, resting his 
arm above my head on the lift wall and sneaking his other arm around my waist, "it's been IO fucking years of 


this. Ten fucking years...” 


"Nikki." | wrap both of my arms around his neck, let his head fall against my shoulder, "We both know that 


can't happen" 


He sighs, "I know. know. It's.itts just harder, when you're sober, you know. Everything's..clearer..you have to 


deal with everything." 


"| know," | whisper, pressing my face into the mess of his hair, smelling the cigarette smoke and hair spray. 
The scent of both together always reminds me of him. 


The lift door opens with a ‘ping’ and we don't let go. Anyone could be standing there, but he keeps his hands on 
my hips, | keep my face in his hair. It's nice, he isn't often like this, gentle..tender. 


He breaks the spell, grabs my ass with one hand and my hair with the other, snarls and drags me out of the 
elevator and behind him on the way to the room. He shoves me into the room, | trip and fall onto my hands 


and knees. 


He purrs, looking down at my ass from above. He presses one booted foot against my butt cheek and pushes 
down just a little. 


"You got a skinny fucking ass there, T-Bone. Its not as hot as Vince's, now that's a beautiful ass, but | like it. 
Now get your fucking clothes off, | like you better when you're naked." 


There's no slow strip tease, no sensual moves. | don't even get off the floor, just sit up to pull my shirt over 
my head and then lift my hips to wriggle out of my jeans, losing my shoes in the process. | keep on the collar, 
he likes that. 


His fly comes down. | barely have time to draw breath before he's shoving his cock into my mouth, keeping a 


hand on either side of my head so he can fuck my mouth. 
"Since you're down there, sweetness," he gives a nasty little smirk down at me. My stomach does a few flips. 


| suck hard, flick my tongue over the head, | want to please him. He barely gives me a chancel He's just 
starting To moan when he roughly shoves me away. 


"Get up! Get the fuck up!" 

| whine when he pulls me up only to throw me down on the bed. He grabs my arms and pulls them behind me. 
| hear him grunt, | hear his belt buckle being undone, | hear the soft fabric whisper of his belt being pulled 
out. | know he likes to tie me up, but I'm surprised when he slides the belt around my elbows instead of my 
wrists, pulling the leather tight so my arms are twisted painfully behind me, my shoulders beginning to burn 


from the strain 


"Remember, this is your own fault. You asked for this, bitch." He grinds against me a few times, just to make 
sure | get the message. 


"Yes Nikki, | asked for it," | pant. 

"That's right. And why do you ask for it, baby?" 

"Because | love you Nik-" 

"No!" he snaps, shaking me again, "Don't give me any of that romantic crap. Why do you really want it?" 


“Aaah..because I'm a slut. Because l'm your slut Nikki." 


"Better." 


| feel his weight leave my body, he walks over to his suitcase and roots around. | wriggle my fingers, trying to 
keep some feeling in them. He never ties me too tight, he isn't cruel. | look over my shoulder and see him 
coming back. He pulls my head back again so my mouth falls open and shoves a pair of underpants in there, a 


pair if women's underpants. 

"You're always so much hotter when you can't talk back, baby.’ 

| grunt around the gag when a dark strip of cloth winds around in front of my eyes. Everything goes black 
Another piece of cloth is tied around my mouth, keeping the gag in place. | whimper, we haven't gone this far 
in a long time. He grabs me by the hips and pulls me down the bed so my legs are hanging down onto the floor. 
He strokes my back a few times, running his fingertips down the dent of my spine. He leans down and | can feel 
his wet tongue lapping over the back of my neck He starts running his fingers over the collar again, just 
touching it lightly. Is black and studded, just like a dog's collar really, there's even a big silver ring at the 
back. 

What's the ring for | hear you asking? Well, what good's a collar without a leash... 


That's what he's getting now, | can hear him. | can almost sense him, just from the movement of air in the 


room; he's back at the suitcase, he's going through it, he's coming back to me..ch God.. 

| can feel it, | can feel him tracing the cool steel chain links over the back of my thighs, | can feel him over 
my back. There's a small click, | feel a tug on my neck, pulling me up. My feets keep stumbling, unsure of 
themselves without sight to guide them, as Nikki leads me across the room. 

He giggles with perverted joy, pulling the lead up and hooking it over something on the wall, probably one of the 
light fittings, so my face and body is pressed against the room's wall. | give a few tugs with my neck, just to 


see what I'm working with. He hasn't given me much wriggle room, he never does. 


He pushes himself against me, pressing dry little kisses to my shoulder and back, checks my fingers to make 
sure the blood's still flowing properly. He's so good to me, | don't deserve it. 


"You know what's coming, don't you, whore?" 
| can't nod, he's tied me so tightly to whatever it is. But | know, | know what I've earned. 


| know the whip is coming. | groan and rub against the wallpaper. He's isn't cruel, he doesn't make me wait too 


long. 


The magnificent thing about a whip is that moment of suspension. You hear it whistle through the air, you 


hear the crack of leather against your skin and then.nothing. That's right! For a few beautiful milliseconds 
there's nothing, no pain, no welts, nothing. Then.then it shoots through you like lightning and you know you 


aren't dreaming. 


The first blow comes down. Just like | expected, there's the whistle, the crack, the suspension. And then..oh 
God.then | feel it. Not just one red arc of pain ripping through my body, but nine. He bought a Cat o' Nine 
Tails, he bought it for me! 


He keeps bringing the whip down on my body. Over my back, my buttocks, the backs of my arms, my thighs 
and calves. Soon I'm screaming around the gag, almost choking on it as the tears run down my face. | can feel 


wetness on my back, it could be sweat, it could be blood, it's probably both. 
The whipping ends, | hear him panting. 
"Fuck.fuck Tommy. You look so fucking good like that." 


He steps close to me and parts my buttocks, forcing my legs further apart with his knee. A finger presses 
into me, burning from the sudden entry. My back arches and | start to pant. My shoulders are on fire from 
being tied for so long. 


"This is what you want, isn't it? You just want some fucking cock up your ass? Slut!" 


He spends only a few moments preparing me, no lube apart from his own spit. Then | feel the blunt head of his 
cock pressing against me, pushing roughly into me. My eyes roll back into my head, | can't even scream 


anymore, there's nothing left. 
"You know, T-Bone, for a dirty slut you've got a pretty tight fucking ass." 


He pulls my hips back, sneaks a hand around, finds my cock and starts pumping. It's rough, he's just rutting 
into me, erratic movements from behind and in front of me. | jerk my hips, try to keep up with him. Rough 
whimpers leak out from around the gag, | can't breathe anymore, | can't think, | can't.my arms.'m going.Oh 


God.. 


My cum shoots against the wall paper. It'll leave a stain My legs are jelly, | have to keep standing though or l'll 
strangle myself on the collar. | hear Nikki groan from behind me, pushing into me a few more times before 


slumping against my back. 
"Fuck.fuck Tommy. Fuck!" 


First he unwraps the belt from around my arms. My fingers prickle from the rush of blood to them. Then he 
unhooks the lead from around whatever it was attached to on the wall and begins to lead me away. Fuck, if | 
thought it was hard to walk before then it's almost impossible to do so now. Nikki wraps an arm around my 


waist, | gasp when he accidentally touches a welt. 


Bright light shines through the blindfold, water hits tile. He's taken me into the bathroom. First he unties the 
blindfold, | squeeze my eyes shut to keep the overwhelming light out. Then he's untying the gag and pulling the 
panties out of my mouth. | cough, my throat burns, my arms ache, everything hurts. Last of all he takes off 
my collar, placeing it gently on the sink. 

When my eyes finally adjust to the light and | can make out shapes again, | notice that Nikki's run me a bath. | 
really don't deserve him, you know. | slide into the steaming water, let it soothe my every hurt. He sits on the 
edge of the tub and helps clean out the wounds on my back. 

Its not too bad.not too bad this time," he whispers, pushing some hair behind my ear before kissing it. 


| smile up at him, dipping my head under the water to get it wet, rub some shampoo into what's left of my 


hair. 
"Will you shave my head for me again tomorrow?" 
"Sure baby." 


We sit quietly for a while, | splash the water in the tub around a little. | wince when his fingers press a little 


deeply into a particularly raw welt. 

"Hey Nikki." 

"Yeah?" 

"I think we should tell Mick about us. Tomorrow." 

A small smile and another kiss is his answer. It isn't entirely what he wants, but its a compromise we can 
both deal with. Mick'll take it alright, he's pretty easy going and as long as we keep quiet about his back he'll 


keep quiet about me and Nikki. 


We all have secrets we have to keep. 


